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The Invitation.— Keep moving. 



3[ntrotiuction. 



Dear Friend! one would think that the diiTrence 

were greats 
Twixt nothing a year, and a mighty estate; 
And yet 'tis allow'd, many folks understand 
How to live without houses, or money, or land ; 
There's my Lord, and the Captain, and dashing Sir John, 
All see how they manage with never a one. 
To know all their schemes would be vastly improving. 
But one thing is certain — they always keep moving. 



INTRODUCTION. 



Bucks remove to Watering-places — ^And to. Bath. 

rris easy to see that these blades would be undone^ 
If they Wd the whole year like the sheriff in London. 
Not for ever to tire all the town with their faces. 
They go down to York, they go down to the races. 
When tailors in London begin to be rude. 
There are others at Brighton, and equally good : 
But most, when the winter hath frozen the grounds 
Too hard for the feet of the Leicestershire hounds ; 
Or gloomy November in torrents comes down, 
And Englishmen hang, and Englishmen drown. 
Most saddle their ponies, or harness their chaises. 
And visit this first of all watering places. 
^' For there's nothing so charming,'' — so Warner hath 

written— 
** Throughout the whole world, or the island of Britain ; 



INTRODUCTION. 3 



This the cause of the Increase of Bath. — ^Advice. 



'' Tho' a thousaDd things charming she certainly hath, 
" As the city of Bladud, the valley of Bath ;" 
For here without money you've all to your mind^ 
For the trades-people tick, and the ladies are kind. 
Tis this then that helps us to cut such a figure : 
Thus Bath ev'ry season grows bigger and bigger. 
Since all may play here and not hazard a stake. 
For the bucks they can run, and the shopkeepers break. 
" He hath not liv'd badly," — so. Horace believ'd, — 
" From his birth to his death who hath always deceived.'' ' 
Then, friend! whether empty or wealthy, pray come, 
And, as for your character, leave it at home ; 
'Twill stand in your way, never answer your end. 
Nor serve for companion, except 'tis a friend. 

' '' Kec visit mal^ qui natos moiietaq^t/^eUit," 



INTRODUCTION. 
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The Invitation concluded. 



The Crescent or Circus might very well do> 
But then a whole house is too spacious for you. 
I've a place in my eye, Saville Row — number one — 
Th close to the rooms, and the fiddles and fun : 
There you and your valet, the faithful, unpaid. 
Your friend, and companion, and partner in trade. 
Your matters adjusted, at ease may sit down, 
And open your war on the fools of the town. 
But think not, my friend 1 that I mean to advise 
On a subject, where you by yourself are so wise ; 
Not so. 111 not lead you, but walk by your side. 
To show you the lions, and turn a Bath Guide. 



^onuap. 
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PleMures of the Promenade.— Bath Ladies. 



MONDAY. 



Supposing, dear dunce! that you've DothiDg to do, 
Youll get up at one, and youll walk out at two. 
There's something quite pleasant in walking the streets. 
For the sights that one sees, and the friends that one meets : 
The ladies of Bath have so dashing an air. 
So charming a smirk, and agreeable stare, 
Kot to say how they show all theu- shapes in the wind. 
With nothing before, and theu- pockets behind ; 
Lac'd well at the head, and lac'd well at the foot. 
Quite neat, and the boddice as tight as the boot. 



10 MONDAY. 



Ogling.— Mrs. Molland — She immortal. 



Tho' the petticoat, once so important a charge. 
Clings close to the limbs, or flies off all at large : 
So, you know, 'twould be foolish to sweat and to pay 
To see the long legs of the girls at the play. 
You've the same sight for nothing just every day. 
'Tb for this that a crony of mine takes his stand 
At the door of the temple thafs kept by Molland'— 
Inmiortal Molland ! as inunortal as Gill, 
Were I like our Anstey on Helicon's Hill : 
And there with hb eyes, and a coupk of glasses. 
He views all the charms of each nymph as she passes; 
Till at last all on fire at the sight of Miss S— • 
He quenches his flame in a basin of soup. 

When you've loung'd to the bottom of Bond Street and 
back. 

Perhaps you may like a short ride on your hack; 



MONDAY. 1 1 



The Pump-Room— Agreeable noises there. 

If not, and your coat is afraid of the weather. 

We'll both take a turn in the pump-room together. 

But whip away Sancho ; no dogs must presume. 

Nor ladies in pattens, to enter the room. 

They injure the patients, and harass their feelings. 

The one by their clatfrings, the one by their squealings; 

Tho' shoes with their clogs, both behind and before, 

May thunder about, as they please, on the floor; 

Tho' the girls may relate, 'twixt a laugh and a squall. 

The surprising adventures of Saturday's ball ; 

Tho' the Doctor may bellow, the spruce Commodore 

His battles may fight all again o'er and o'er ; 

" Dear friend, says the Duke, take what living you 

like "— 
** Well, Sir, so I ordered the fellows to strike. 



12 MONDAY, 



A Medley of Convenations.— Price of Bath Water.— Hygeia. 

" But the frigate to leeward " — " La me, what a fright! 

" There's the very same creature we laugh'd at last night." 

** Fd give a good guinea the Captain were here *' — 

" A Bishop youll be, if I live 'till next year." 

'' I knew very well what a kindness he meant/' 

" But I can't live m Ireland." — ** So down they all went." 

Such medleys as these with the scraping and stumping. 

The music a playing, the people a pumping. 

Seem made for the sick, and mix up a hum, 

To buzz in then- ears for a fortnight to come. 

'Tis surely no wonder such crowds should come a'ter 

The blessing of health to be got by hot water, 

I love to drink water— but then. Sir, to buy — 

Seven shillings a week seems a little too high. 

But Hygeia declares, in the face of the nation. 

The rent is so high from the Bath Corporation, 



MONDAY. 13 



The Water hot— And why.— 'An honest Ck>nfe88ion. 

(Whoy doubtless, can trace out their right to the q[>riDg» 
To Moisey the mayor from old Bladud the king) 
That the nobles and gentry need never to wonder 
If she can't sell her waters a halfpenny under. 
Should you wish to inquire why the water^s so hot. 
Some people can tell you, but I, Sir ! cannot, — 
There's a score of fine treatises written to show. 
That the stream must proceed from some limeJtiln below: 

Friend quite clearly has stated the case : 

" It needs must be hot, for it leaves a hot j^ce ; 
•^ " This accounts for the wonder, as well as we can/' — 
But the rock underneath is as cold as Queen Anne : 
A truth the wise men of the Guild lately found. 
When they look'd for the source of the spring under 
ground; 



14 MONDAY. 



The CorpontioD digging — Speech of Hygeia to them. 

So eager their zeal, and so deep they dug down. 
That the people above were alarm'd for the town; 
And the pumper, afraid lest the stratum of clay 
Supporting the stream might be bor'd, and give way, 
Exclaimed: " Ah your worships! — ah! whether you try 
" To cut off the lecturing Doctor^s supply ; 
" Or whether some strange, some unusual desire 
" In the secrets of nature thus prompts to inquire ! 
" Why seek for the cause, be content with the use, 
« You've got the gold eggs, why be killing the goose ?" 
Then cease your inquiries, nor hope to declare, 
Whaf s hid from the aldermen, council, and mayor. 
We've done with the Pump-room, and now, if you choose, 
Well step into Meyler's, and look at the news — 
The news!"— I forgot, 'tis a Monday, and therefore. 
There's no news to-day that a wise man will care for ; 



MONDAY. 15 



Monday's 17ews.— The French beaten. 



And why should they keep all the world in the dark 
To save the poor soul of a Lombard-street clerk ; 
When the Post-office folk in the rest of the nation 
Must work on a Sunday in spite of damnation? 
Besides^ from this scheme many evib arise. 
Half Bath will be curst for the coining of lies^ 
For on every Monday, at noon, without iafl. 
Some news is brought out of the West by the mail : 
Thank God, then at last, Sir ! this Massena's beat, 
My Lord he advances, the French they retreat V — 
Aye! aye! I ne'er heard of the battle before!'' — 
You may see it pinu'd up on the library door : 
The story's from Coruwa]! come down in a letter. 
My author's T. — L. — who'd wish for a better?** 
The walk and the pump-room, and hearing such stuff. 
For one afternoon is emidoyment enough ; 
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16 MONDAY. 



The Drest-Ball— No Squeeze there-aU—Lady Betty^s. 

And then in the evening there's nothing at all> 

No public amusement, except the Dress-ball ; 

Where the girls, as the title sufficiently shows. 

Never think it worth while to put on their best clothes. 

This ball on a Monday is now out of date, 

And really become very vulgar of late. 

The room is so large, all can dance at their ease. 

And 'tis never so full as to come to a squeeze. — 

Whilst in snug private parties at dear Lady Betty's, 

So thick is the throng, so delightful the heat is. 

That you're ready to faint, but that's nothmg at all, — 

For tho' you may £uDt, you never can fall ; 

For the crowd they are all wedg'd about you so tight. 

You'd stand like a spoon in plum-porridge upright. 

Now, Sir, if this squeezing is what you delight in. 

Never fear that the ladies will not be inviting; 



MONDAY. 1 7 



Scarcity of Males. 



If these private parties be all that you seek. 
You may get twenty cards for each day in the week : 
Introductions are useless, the women are glad> 
The males are so scarce, to take what can be had : 
They think to improve on the dull London plan, 
Nor ask who you are, — 'tb enough you're a man. 
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Bath a good place to grow wise in. 



TUESDAY. 



Some thiok^ tho' the thing seems a little surprising. 

That Bath is a very good place to grow wise in ; 

And surely if books were sufficient to show. 

What's fitting and good for us mortab 'below; 

If our heads were as easily fiU'd as our bellies. 

And science at once were digested like jellies ; 

There's a place to buy wisdom at least ev'ry street in. 

And the shops are more frequent for reading than eating : 

Indeed all the libraries always are full. 

But the man I've frequented is Upham, late Bull. 



£2 TUESDAY. 



The Libraries.— Mr. Upham's.— Billy Button.— 

Step down to his book-room, he's vastly polite. 

And stands in a box turning in on the right. 

You know Vm not willing with praise to bespatter. 

Like the blockheads who think they do good when they 

flatter; 
Yet this is a man I can safely commend 
To sell you a book^ to let out, or to lend ; 
More skilled than his customers, perhaps, in his letters. 
And a gentleman too, quite as much as his betters. 
To the left of the door there's a fire-place, and there 
You may lounge, if you please, on a bench or a chair; 
But no ! Billy Button comes in to disturb us : 
That terrible thing, " recitator acerbus : " 
For woe to the wight upon whom he shall seize, 
He never can hope for a timely release. 



TUESDAY. 23 



His way.- A saying of Lord Chesterfield. — Library described. 

But tiiere he must patiently stand like an ass. 

Or tlie clown tiiat expected the river to pass. 

In vain, tiie tormentor will never have done. 

Still runs on his clack, and for ever will run. 

'Twas a fellow like this, that in4iigh conversation 

With Chesterfield once, on the state of the nation, 

Andy chancing to squeeze out a whiff of ill wind. 

Begged a thousand excuses — ** Pooh man ! never mind" — 

Says nfiy Lord — ** 'tis a trifle, doa't mind it, dear Dutton, 

'' It does not last long, nor takes hold of my button.' 

Afraid of his foible, and knowing my man, 

I pass him and cut him whenever I can. 

A little way on to the right you'll behold. 

The books that are bound up in calf and in gold ; 

Not hi, on a table neglectfiilly lie 

The volumes that nobody chooses to buy ; 
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Neglected Books.— Bfiss P.— Miss H. 



There's an Essay on Sepulchres — Emily — Hector — 
What a pity that Hero should want a protector ! 
That Tragedy long has been laid on the shelf — 
But there in a corner's ike author himself. 
There's the daughters of Isenberg open before ye, 
The Quarterly critics have ruin'd that story. 
To think that Reviewers, so noble a tribe ! 
Would take, like a newspaper writer, a bribe. 
Yet tho' poor Miss P — was a little too bold, 
'Twas a tale that a gentleman should not have told. 
There's Wallace — a battle — the manner of Scott, 
So critics would say, but Miss H— d says not : 
She swears she ne'er saw Flodden Field, and I swear 
On my soul, if she did, or did not, I don't care. 
In yonder recess you see novels, romances. 
Wise, witty, and horrid, made up to all fancies. 
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The Circulating Bepartment.—AppUcations for Novels, &c. 

Hear the smart chambermaid — " Mister Collins, now do. 
Now do send her Ladyship something that's new ; 
She scolded me finely last time 'cause I brought her 
That stupid old story, the Father and Daughter — 

*' Please, Sir, Mister Ackers has bid me to come 
To ask if the Old Bailey Register's homel"— 
I'll speak in a moment. Miss Betty, with you," 
Here's the last Newgate Calendar^' — " Aye, tiiat will 
do." 

But 'tis down at the end of the newspaper table, 

I'd have you to squeeze yourself in, if you're able ; 

For tiiere in the winter, about three o'clock. 

The grave politicians so eagerly flock, 

That I often myself am oblig'd, I declare. 

To wait a good hour for a paper and chair; 
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26 TUESDAY. 



Kewtpaper table. — Eagernew to read the Newt. — A great PoUtician. 

And when Pve succeeded at last in my views. 

And got in the Statesman a sight of the news. 

Then conies a fresh crowd, not a moment they give ye, 

Like the bdies that wait round a Harrowgate p— y> 

And cry (tho' then* case is more urgent I own) 

" Grood Lord, what a time ! and, pray Ma'am, have you 

donel" 
And yet you may learn something too, waiting here, 

A wonder of wisdom is tiiat r; 

Yet a mortal may flourish too long for his glory, 
And his character's now out of date — ^he's a Toiy. 
Twould do your heart good, if you heard him advise. 
For he sees into all things with that pair of eyes. 
" What ! make the Prince— Regent 1 Dothrone the old 

King ? 
** rii never support so disloyal a thing ; 



TUESDAY. 



27 



Hit Speech on the Regency. — ^I'om. — The Cause of a War. 

'* ril never believe that he's foolish, no, never, 

** He's as fit. Sir, to sit on the throne. Sir, as ever : 

** *Twould never be done, were the loyalists hearty ; 

" No, Sir, 'tis a scheme of Burdett and the party. 

** What ! put my Lord Grey on the throne, 'twill not do : 

" What think you, friend W— die T " Indeed very true." 

'' I own that in Perceval only my trust is, 

" But how should I know— 4i poor Country Justice.'' 

Now, friend, you'll allow these harangues are quite fine. 

That silent young man's my friend Tom, the Divine ; 

The same that, like Helen, spread contests afor, 

And, tho' no great beauty, the cause of a war. 

Yet, lest you should blush at a clergyman's fighting, 

I tell you the battles were only in writing. 

Some tiiink that his party have come off victorious. 

But for Tommy the contest is nothing so glorious* 



28 TUESDAY. 
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Battles of Reviewers. — Tom commended. — ^The Doctor. 

The men of the Tweedy 'and the men of the Thames, 
Engaged at hard words, and the calling of names ; 
Defending themselves, and attacking each other. 
Forgot the poor thing that gave rise to the pother. 
The contest still lasts, they contend for the laurel. 
As dogs drop the bone, but continue ike quarrel : 
And yet Yd not have you conclude all at once 
That Tommy's no scholar, or Tommy's a dunce : 
Far from it ; much learning and wit may be seen in 
His words, could a body but guess at his meaning : 
And then he's not come of a blunderhead stock. 
For eVry one knows the old man is no block. 
And here comes ike Doctor from settling a fray 
That has rag'd with great violence over the way ; 
For over the way, spite of prejudice past. 
Thank Heaven we've a ball on a Tuesday at last. 



TUESDAY. 
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Ball at the Lower Rooms — For the quality only. — B — ini>ruBhers excluded. 

Thank Heaven^ so I say, and thank Mr. H^bbs, 
Not more a great grocer, tiian patron of jobs. 
We'll both go together, and, if they inquire. 
Mind you're a Lord's brother, and Fm an Esquire. 
For lately the noble comm-'ttee make much on 
That terrible evil, a blot in your 'scutcheon ; 
All are gentlemen there, no exception is made 
In favor of him that is sullied by trade : 
Nay, farther, for no one is suffered to come. 
That was ever concerned in the brushing a bum. 
Poor Waller! how hard, how unhandsome your fete is! 
You can't buy a ticket — your pupib go gratis. 
Alas! if their treatment of Tutors like this is. 
There's no one will teach little masters and misses. 
Then rise in your pulpit, complain that these crimes 
Were reserv'd for the last of iniquitous times. 



30 TUESDAY. 



Parsons admitted. 



Yet hear what a witty distinction they make 
Since they let you come in for a clergyman's sake : 
Your character's twofold, a pedagogue, preacher ; 
You may dance as a parson, but not as a teacher. 
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What is indispensable at Bath.— 



WEDNESDAY. 



In Bath there is one ladispeusahle thing. 
To pay your respects to my friend. Mister K — g; 
The custom is general, and ev'ry one calls, 
Who'd wish to live well with this lord of the balb. 
In the pump-room you write down your name in a book^ 
And tiiere ev'ry day the kind man comes to look : 
But unless this intelligence needful you give, 
He can't be suppos'd to find out where you live ; 
Tho' 'twould horribly shock him, were you to suspect 
He could ever be charg'd with a wilful neglect. 

c 



34 WEDNESDAY. 



Bean Nash.— The division of the City into two. 

Then write down your name, and in one day or more. 

As sure as the postman^ he'll be at your door. 

The time it once was^ and again it shall be. 

That a card would be left by another M. C. 

For know — that the kingdom that Nash rul'd alone. 

Has long been considered too mighty for one. 

When the paltry parades could contain ike Beau Monde, 

And the Square was the end, with the countiy beycmd. 

One monarch with ease the dominion could fill. 

But, lo ! a new nation starts up on the hill ; 

Asham'd to look little, the regions below, 

Swell'd out on each side with a Terrace or Row, 

The place was divided, divided the pow'r, 

The city was split into upper and lower ; 

'Till finding, at last, one Monarch too few, 

Uke Sparta and Brentford 'twas governed by two. 



WEDNESDAY. 35 
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Two M. C/s.— The lower M. C. deserted* 



And then we'd two rooms^ two places to sing. 
Two places to dance> and two ev^iy thing. 
The masters, no rivals, walk'd on, hand in hand. 
And never encroach'd on each other^s command ; 
Both flourished alike, botii balls were polite. 
Like Castor and Pollux, each shone on his night ; 

This harmony lasted till T n retired. 

And the monarch below too ambitious aspired : 
Since then, tho' no mortal the reason can know. 
The world hath all fled from the sovereign below. 
Alas! not a subject remained of the crowd. 
All 4^c'd off to K — g and his minister S — d. 
The master was left with his ball-room and fiddle, 
The one it was empty, the other was idle ; 
What then could he do, since he'd nothing to lose. 
But stroll round the streets of the town in green shoes'? 



36 WEDNESDAY. 



Faction. — Rebellion.— Deposition of M. C. by force.— 

And accept^ for the crown was a sinecure here^ 

The sceptre of Margate for half of the year 1 

And yet a strong party against him combin'd^ 

To fill up the throne he had never resigned. 

Oh ! then from his sunmier domain he fiew down^ 

Too late ! for the foe was possessed of the town. 

" I'm prepared/' he exclaimed, " all my duty to do," 

" Twas you that left me, and not I that left you ;'* 

** You made me your master, ike empire is mine;" 

** Another may rise, but I'll never resign." 

But vain his entreaties, and vain his objection. 

The powerful rebeb proceed to election, 

" Presumptuous," they cried, ** we the people that 

chose him;" 
" If he will not resign, then by Jove we'll depose him. 
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Sir Placid's Speech.—- The Doctor in the Chair. 

" Hold! hold!" says Sir Placid, " 'twill better befit ye," 
To go to work early, and chuse a Committee/' 
If you mean to admit all the scum of the town,'^ 

" Twere best call a meeting on Claverton Down ;" 
** I must disavow this tumultuous proceeding;" 
" Tis contrary quite to the rules of good breeding.*' 
Thus spoke the mild man, no applauses ensued ; 
Some began to oppose, one began to be rude. 
Against the Committee all voices declare. 
But all tiiink the Doctor most fit for the chair. 
Then he to th' Assembly: — " I do not deny," 
As the days of my dancing are gone and past by;" 
And yet an old fellow may judge^ I presume," 
** What gentleman's best to preside in this room." 
*' Now my friends of the master, we lately have had," 
'' I know nothing good, and I know nothing bad;" 
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38 WEDNESDAY. 



The Doctoi's Speech . 
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" But one thing is certain, hell never be here ^ 
" To wait on his people but half of the year." 
" For myself, I confess, I could ne'er see the reason,'' 
Why dancing should not be for ever in season." 
Tho' in sununer the visiting folk take the road," 
*' Yet the city is never quite empty, thank God :" 
" Besides, there is something I think very hard in," 
" As the people should have no M. C. for the garden." 
" If things should go on as they lately have d6ne," 
" Instead of two Kings we shall only have one." 
" Then free from a rival our votes to contest,'* 
Hell neglect half the city, and bully the rest : " 
Already there's one as I know, and as swears," 
Last season he ventured to give himself airs.'' 
Then, my friends, as I hear as a man may be found" 
" To keep the rooms open for all the year round ; " 
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WEDNESDAY. 39 



The Captain M. C. 



" One fitted completely to answer each end," 
" To dance, or direct, to command, or defend : '* 
*' Accomplished alike to be servant or Lord,'' 
*' In one hand the fiddlestick, in t'other the sword," 
" I Tote for the Captain, and think as there's no man'' 
'' So fit for the jdace, though they say he's a Roman;" 
" Whaf s that to the purpose 1 there's no one I hope " 
'' As fears 08 the Captain will set up the Pope : " 
'' What right have subscribers to ask for his creed," 
'^ Provided the man's no dissenter indeed 1 " 
Thus ended the Chairman : — the general voice 
Applauded the speech^ and approved of the choice : 
The business was done, but to finish it quite 
They look'd round the room for a man that could write 
Then " We, the subscribers,— resolved and resolv'd," 
The Captain's M. C. and the meeting dissolv'd; 



40 WEDNESDAY. 



Magnanimous Master. — Two Intruders — 

And yet 'tis the talk of the town, that the other 
Refus'd at the first to acknowledge his brother ; 
And tum'd from the visit he ventured to pay. 
As stem as the spectre of Ajax away. 
Now whether thb tale be well founded, or whether 
The two condescend to draw kindly together. 
Time alone will decide ; but we know for a fact. 
That the Captain began on last Tuesday to act ; 
When Fortune, to show forth hb valour, no doubt, 
Tum'd in two intruders, for him to turn out. 
I was present myself, and must freely confess. 
The deed was performed with siuprising address; 
For one you must know was a hero of note. 
Who has ramm'd his great knuckles down many men's 
throat; 
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Turned oat.— The Captain's Speech. 



The other a lady, that if you attack her. 

Will presently bring down a lawyer to back her ; 

Yet no ways alarm'd, with his sword in— his sheath. 

The master addressed him in spite of his teeth. 

" Fm vastly concem'd,^ said the Captain, said he, 

'Twixt a smile and a frown — *' but you must not blame 

me ;** 
" The ladies and gentlemen yonder desire" 
'* That youy and you Madam, would please to retire;" 
'' For the lady, 'twould grieve me indeed to offend her;'' 
'' Fve too much respect for the feminine gender." 
*' ^3y, prithee ! no riot, you guess at my meaning," 
*' Well send for you. Sir, when our teeth want a cleaning." 
" What, Sir ! turn me out; you'll repent this affront;" 
"You may go, if you please," " but indeed. Sir, I won%" 
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The Struggles of the Intniden— in vain. 
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Me^ a gentlemao settled so long in the city — " 
Nay» theD^*' said the Captain, inclined to be witty," 
Your struggles, good friend, they don't matter a straw; ** 
As you're so skilled at drawing, you'd better withdraw:*^ 
Fve got you a partner, what could I do moref* 
** And tiie lady and you may dance down to the door/' 
Minerva, who saw he began to look big. 
In shape of the waiter laid hold of his wig; 
And tiie lady herself half afraid of a riot, 
Advis'd the magnanimous man to be quiet. 
Come, Sir, we can keep our new pumps for the ball," 
That the Mayor and the Aldermen give at Guildhall ;" 
'' We'll find out a way this young fellow to trounce," 
She saidf and went off, like a squib, with a bounce. 
This night there's a concert, and there if you're willing. 
To pay for your music a bit and a shilling. 
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Concert at the Rooms. 



You'll find all the fiddlers and singers of note, 

And hear Catalani — ^has got a sore throat. 

But this fatal season e'en music appears 

Like discord to set all the world by the ears. 

What war ! horrid war ! what contention and sorrow ! 

You shall hear, if you wait, the day after to-morrow. 
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Cliurimap. 
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lATe&tioa of Cheating.— Dice, &c. 



THURSDAY. 



>Tis said, when the Greeks were in want of good eating. 
They found out the sprightly invention of cheating ; 
And the modems iqpproving this happy device. 
When matters go badly, they set down to dice. 
Palamedes himself would behold with delight. 
How we rattle his bones all the day, and the night. 
To the box, as our wives, but more constant, we cleave, 
And father and mother, and kindred we leave ; 
Then hunger and thirst they assail us in vain. 
And body and soul are intent on the Main. 
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Encouraged at Bath. — Tork-House Club. 

Tho' London's the place as I know, and the sport 
May be had so conveniently close to the court ; 
Yet, as one or two Lords condescend to come down 
To divert themselves here, and encourage the town ; 
At Bath of late years there's a noble foundation 
To keep up this laudable sport in the nation : 
You know the York-House — 'tis the palace next door; 

111 make you a member by speaking to H : 

They meet in the night, but you won't go to sleep, 
For youll meet with your match, if you're ever so deep : 
ThereXmy lord and his friend, and another old stager. 
And then, my good Sir, what d'ye think of the Msyor t 
His skill on the cards youll acknowledge divine; 
Twas a thousand good guineas superior to mine. 

There's tall Mister T , his genius well known is, 

Tis a pity, I think, that hell never play ponies. 
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Secession from the Rooms.— Musical Club expelled from the York-Hotel. 

That losers should leave us is natural indeed. 
But M — s! and T — ! 'twas too bad to secede : 
These two, as I ought to inform you, thought fit, 
Our rooms in a huff and a hurry to quit ; 
Yet mark their proceedings, at once they begin 
By driving the musical folks to an inn ; 
For Reilly, who tums ev'ry grain into grist. 
Gave up the long room to the players of whist; 
'Twas hard, but he thought of the case in this light, 
*' Those meet once a week, these meet once a night ; " 
" What is it to me, if they drink but small beer,'' 
'' The club may be good, tho' the name is d — d queer V* 
Alas! when it came to the balance of gain. 
E'en Orpheus himself might have fiddled in vain ; 
No prayers, no entreaties^ were valued a bit. 
Not the Colonel's politeness, nor Harrington's wit. 

D 
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Dr. Harrington — and Club expire. 



E'en thee, gentle Harringtoo! thee, best and last 

Of all the good things of the century past ; 

Thee, gifted by nature and genius to follow 

Each heavenly art of thy patron Apollo ; 

With medicine, or music, so skill'd to controul 

The diseases alike of the body and soul ; 

E'en thee they neglected, neglected to hear. 

Neglected, ye gods ! for the men of small beer ! 

Forgive this digression. — I needs must cry, fie on I 

The driving away the Catch Club to the Lion; 

For there in dejection these swans they retir'd ; 

And there, on last Friday, in songs they expir'd. 

Yet if you're amusM with diversions like these, 

« 
There's still a club left for Catches and Glees. 

Some like the Harmonics, tho' .1 cannot say. 

For one parson has kept me away. 
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The Harmomc Society. — A character of Thersites — Cotillion Ball. 



You'll judge for yourself, but that clerical wight is 
To my mind the copy of Grecian Thersites ; 

So sharp are his tones, that, as histories say. 

As once in his cradle an infant he lay. 

The bees of the plentiful drivel to sip 

Incontinent perch'd in a swarm on his lip. 

** This happened to Pindar;" — Not quite the same thipg. 

For the Greek got the honey, the Parson the sting. 

It seems a strange story, yet who can make out ' 

What else could occasion that wonderful pout? 

But enough of these matters; this night there'll be 

millions 
To look at the elegant sets at cotillions ; 
And really this dance is no trifling concern. 
For it takes a dull fellow a fortnight to learn ; 
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Cotillions, a studj— and require hard reading. 

They seldom are out^ to be sure, for the fact is^ 

They go to the rooms in a morning to practise. 

In a gay dishabille, or, just as it suits, 

The girls in their clogs, and the men in their boots : 

You'll see with some wonder how earnest they look 

Now down at their legs, and now up at their book ; 

For know, my young Sir, that you'll never succeed in 

The dancing cotillions, unless with hard reading ; 

Both spelling and hopping, 'twont do for a dunce 

To try two such difficult matters at once ; 

And young Mr. Doubleyou, whose head's rather muddy, 

Has injur'd his healtli,' as they say, by the study. 

We've several young beaux in the city, that shine 

By dint of applying themselves in that line : 

There's a General's son, he surprisingly great is. 

But now they have made him Prince William's Achates: 
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Two Oeniiiites — admired by the Author. 



The Frenchman and he, how I iis'd to admire ! 

One footed more easy, but t'other leap'd higher. 

Now the Frenchman is fled, for they've found out a plan 

Of a club of young girls to go off with the man ; 

So whether this night there'll be much of a show 

T cannot divine, but Fd have you to go. 
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Batli, a receptacle for Diseases* 



FRIDAY. 



It sounds rather strange, but I tell you no lie. 
There's many good people that come here to die ; 
For the London practitioners wisely declare. 
When their patients can't breathe, they must try change 

of air* 
Says Sur Walter— '' Dear Lady, I thought all the while," 
** That dropsy of your's must proceed from the bile;^ 
'^ The waters of Bath have made wonderfiil cures '^ 
** Of many I know, in such cases as your's,'' 
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Snag lying in the Abbey. 
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** YouTl go down directly to Bath, if you're wise." — 

So down goes my Lady directly — and dies. — 

" To tell her the truth of the case would have shocked 

her,' 
" But, thank heav'n, she's off of my hands," — says the 

doctor. — 

You'll think at the first 'tis the fashion to bear 

Dead bodies about here at Bath m a chair ; 

For no one would guess 'em alive by their faces ; 

But these, you must know, are the bad liver cases ; 

These folks, like Sir Lucius, find comfort in dying. 

Because in the Abbey there's very snug lying ; 

Or like to be carried, in pickle and salt, 

A hundred long miles to the family vault ; 

Else why should they leave all their comforts, and come 

To die in a lodging so distant from home ? - 
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The Nervous. — An Observation of K. David's. — Rout given by a Dead Lady. 

Such cases are frequent, and yet not a few 
Come here to be ill, just for something to do. 
Then, too, we've the nervous, as David observes. 
What would come of the doctors, except for the nerves 1 
These delicate creatures, they feel no aversion 
To join with the rest in the gen'ral diversion. 
Each morning the medical gentleman calls. 
Each evening my Lady stands up at the balls : 
What with parties and routs, ere the season is ended. 
At last she becomes what at first she pretended : 
There was young Fanny Fashion, poor creature ! sent out 
Some dozens of cards for a supper and rout : — 
" Mrs. Fashion at home — Tuesday next — a small party — 
** And, thanks for inquiries, she finds herself hearty ;** 
But Pluto, alas! without half so much warning, 
Invited her down to a party that morning. 
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Lady O— . --The M. D.a 



That very same evening I hiqipen'd to dine 

With dear Lady G — ; she^s a lav'rite of mine : 

Her carriage was full, but she gave me a h'ft, 

For I sat all the way in her lap for a shift ; 

So driving along, when we came to the door, 

A footman stepped up— " Sir, my Lady's no more !" — 

" What dead ? Oh dear me ! what a horrible thing] '' 

^' What dead !" said her Ladyship, pulling the string, 

" 'Tis dreadfully shocking — I hope she's in heav'n.*' 

" Here, coachman, drive down to number eleven.*' 

Of course youll suppose that we've many that deal in, 

With so many patients, the science of healing. 

We're doubtless provided with medical men, 

Not one or two only, nor yet nine or ten ; 

There's twenty M. D.'s, tho' their names Pve forgot 'em ; 

There's P — at top, but heav'n knows who's at bottom ; 
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KumerouB.— ^Dr. Dandle— hit Flan— ezpldned— 
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The rivals are many ; 'twould take up your time 
To fix on the head of this nether sublime ; 
But one I must mention — 'tis young Doctor Dandle, 
So fam'd for converting a man to a candle. — 
Turn a man to a candle? — a notable plan ;** 
Th a pity he can^t make a candle a man." 
The process is plain ; you shall hear if you will — 
" I first take a patient/' says he, '^ then I kill ;" 
"Well, then for hfe carcase^ I drag it away," 
'* In the next running stream of fresh water to lay.*' 
'' In a month or six weeks, Sir, the body is gone,'* 
" And the water alone all your business has done." 
Pve frequently tried, the experiment's pretty,*' 
Instead of the bones you will find spermaceti." 
" This invention is simple and easy, and saves " 
" The dreadful expense of wax-candles and graves." 
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In a Speech by hiouelf. — The Author's Resolution-^ 

" How noble a scheme ! ev*ry house in the nation" 
" May then be supplied by the last generation ;" 
'' And rascals and fools, such a burthen alive," 
*' When dead may be useful to those that survive ;'* 
" Then tum'd to a flambeau, and tipp'd with a wick," 
" A little bit longer, but hardly so thick," 

" Friend N in grease may triumphantly shine" 

" In the hall, where he once was accustom'd to dine;" 

" Then the pompous divine, when his preaching is o'er," 

*' May blaze on the desk where he thunder'd before;" 

'' Atone for his follies, and tum'd into tapers" 

'' Burn all hb dull sermons, and pamphlets, and papers." 

The Doctor's a genius ; I honor his plan, 

But rU keep from the chandler's as long as I can ; 

For perhaps he might try, if he thought it worth while, 

Some experiment new, on a body so vile. 
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Who consults an Apothecary. — Rauazini. — Lanza. — Ashe. 

1 always consult a youDg man of the tribe 
Of second-hand doctors, who dare not prescribe : 
Friend C — hell make a great figure some day« 
If he wont let his modesty stand in his way. 



These m^ical matters have made me forego. 
To speak of the concert thb evening below. 
Lamented Rauzziui I sweet music's protector! 
He's gone ! and the concerts have lost their director ! 
Unrivall'd he reign'd ; but, alas ! when he dies. 
The band it is split, and two rivals arise. 
'Twixt Lanza and Ashe the performers divide, 
And the musical gentry take this, or that side ; 
With upper and lower they'll never agree. 
Some like Tweedledum, others like Tweedledee. 
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Advice to Signior Iiaiut. 



Yet) Lanza ! your music will never go down 
Whilst your tickets are only a pitiful crown; 
Five shillings may suit both the wise and the poor. 
The citizen thrifty, and sage connoisseur; 
But the number, the peq>le of higher estate, 
Are far better pleas'd with the paying of eight. 
Then pass by your rival, you'll have all the ninnies 
At once on your side, if you ask for hsdf-guineas. 
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The Flay*Hoiue— seldom full. 



SATURDAY. 



When music and danciDg have each had their day. 
We finish our labours at last with a play, 
Tho* the theatre's noble, and tho'^tis confest. 
That the managers here have done always their best; 
Tho' one that has made such a noise in the nation. 
Has long rul'd the roast in the Bath corporation ; 
And t'other excels, for this praise is his due. 
As a play-house director, and gentleman too ; 
Yet something is surdy deficient, for still 
This elegant theatre seldom can fill. 
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The Acton not ao bftd— Ftsbion — 



Scenes, dresses, and music, are good as can be, 
And nothing is wanting but people to see ; 
You'd think that the acting is wretched, — why no. 
The women are good, and the men are so, so ; 
Tho* the latter are out, when they think they delight 
The ladies, by wearing their breeches so tight. 

Then my friend, Mister D d, takes care to engage 

The great London actors to set off hb stage ; 
Yet Lewis, and Fawcet, and Bannister, these 
Never fill all the boxes; however they please. 
No efforts are wanting we freely must own ; 
What causes this emptiness? Fashion alone ; 
She, vain as the wind, for nobody knows. 
Nor whence she proceeds, nor whither she goes. 
Yet leads all the world, as she likes, by the nose. 
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Her inflaence — ^Amateara — 



She, sovereign queen of the ton, in whose power 

Are the will, and the law, and the rule of the hour; 

Who settles the shape of each rag that we put on> 

The length of my coat, and the size of your button : 

She makes it a vulgar, a troublesome job. 

To sit in a circle just under the mob, 

Applauding and clapping, and ready to split, 

At M unden improving on Sheridan's wit. 

She empties the boxes, and if she ordain. 

The boxes, one day, will be crowded again. 

One occasion there is, when the belles and the beaux 

Engage every place, and the house overflows ; 

When gentlemen-actors attempt to perform. 

Then all the beau monde sally down in a Storm ; 

No matter what play — the astonishing sight 

Is the bear that can dance, and the crow that is white ; 
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How much admired — An Amateur addressed — 
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Tho' puppies are things neither curious nor rare. 
The wonder is all how the deuce they got there. 
Then uncles and aunts come in crowds all together^, 
To see little Tom in a hat and a feather. 
Bless me, why Pizzaro's a monstrous long part ;" 
Tis a wonder he's able to get it by heart.'' 
" And la! I declare that our Captain so bold> 
** When he acts the old man, looks a hundred years old.'' 
The play is forgotten, and ev'ry one notes 
Not Rolla or Romeo, but M — ^n, or C — s. 
That Paul to be sure is a comical soul, 
And does very well when he acts Mother Cole ; 
And Rolla was decent, tho' certes he knew 
Much more of the ways of St. Giles than Peru. 
But thou, wretched reptile ! lean, withered and lank. 
Thou vile standing tuck! thou pale spindle shank ! 
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ftnd questioned— •as to his qualifications. 

Thou paper of spices! thou cinnamon stick! 
Thou lemon for blockheads to squeeze, and to lick! 
What! had'st thou no doctors to balk thy design; 
No relations so near as to bind and confine! 
What madness impelled thee, what freak to commit 
Such a murder on Shakspeare, on sense, and on witl 
What vanity urg'd thee to hang on thy back. 
The tawdry trappings of bugles and black ? — 
*' Ah wherefore,'' as well did poor Juliet cry — 
** Art thou Romeol and pray. Sir— do die." — 
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No people more pious than those of Bath. 



SUNDAY. 



JLOV, my friend^ may suppose^ that the city^s too gay 
To thiiik of their souls/ and to keep the Lord's day, 
Tho' here, as elsewhere, there are certainly some. 
Who neglect the good things of the kingdom to come ; 
Yet take all in all, and you seldom shall see, 
A people more godly, and pious than we. 
Our churches with steeples are not very plenty. 
But chapels and meetings, of them we have twenty. 
Abounding with clergymen, ministers, teachers. 
All very fine men, and popular preachers. 
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Laarfr--how elegant— The Doctor. 



Ah Laura! dear Laura^ to whom on this day> 
My ardent devotions I constantly pay, 
How often, with rapture, I think on thy graces ! 
How often I sleep in thy silken embraces ! 
" Make love on a Sunday, thafs pious," — say you — 
My Laura's a church — her embraces a pew ! 
There I have one seat, and my grandmother one. 
She gives me a jog when the Doctor has done ; 
But says that its strange that a body can dose. 
When the sermon's so good, and the pulpif s so close ; 
His sense and his action so highly delight her, 
She wonders such merit has miss'd of a mitre. 
I too am surprised, for I know that the said 
Is made of the wood of which bishops are made. 
The chapel's contrived on a plan you'll admire ; 
With curtains and cushions^ and always a fire ; 
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The Hon. T. S. invited to subscribe-^ 

You may come, only give a half-crown at the door. 
That is, if you never have been there before; 
Tho' you'd better subscribe, as I do, by the year, 
And you'll find that each sermon comes hardly so dear. 
Yet alas! what are schemes of all mortals? I learn 
The Doctor's determined to quit the concern. 
Some thousands of pounds, a round sum, to be sure. 
Seem better to me than his heavenly Cure ; 
And yet to decide it must give him a shock. 
In the one hand the money, in fother his flock. 
' Kind creature \ ne'er ponder, but pocket the pelf, 
Tho' we never shall find such a one as thyself; 
Yet, why should we keep all the blessing? 'Tis fair 
That the people of Bristol should have their own share ; 
Besides, of this notable Doctor bereft, 
We still have some orthodox gentlemen left. 
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The Five«— Roads to Heaven.— 



Whilst G remains we shall go on quite glibly — 
St. Margaret's parish may still have her S— — . 
Judicious divine ! who so well can contrive, 
like Xeuxisy to pick out perfection from five. 
Each curate himself may perhaps be defective. 
But all of the five make one parson efiective : — 
Worth, wit, science, sense, in the four may be view'd ; 
Good humour and grammar shine forth in old Druid, 
A wonderful mortal, of whom Fd say more. 
But you've heard of the Reverend Justice before ; 
Besides we've some thousand bye-paths, if you like. 
From the high turnpike road up to Heaven to strike; 
When the lights of the Church may confound with their 

blaze^ 
The sectary's candle can lend you her rays; 
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And bye-paths.*— The Joys of the Saints «— Archimedes. 

And oh ! my dear fellow! attentively hear 

The crumbs of good comfort they drop in your ear; 

Oh hear how the preacher triumphantly paints 

The pains of the damn'd, and the joys of the saints ! 

How kindly he calls raggedy dirty, and bare. 

To come to him filthy, and just as they are ! 

And promises sure to his angels a smell 

Of the smoke that shall rise from the wicked in hell ! 

Dear Tom ! tho' you're yet not enough of a sinner, 

Youll do pretty well for a youthful beginner. 

Tho' at first they may fright by the pow'r of their lungs. 

And speak, like Apostles inspir'd, in strange tongues. 

Yet ne'er for a trifle be damn'd, nor because 

You like to hear W r, and hate to hear H — s ; 

Nay, joking apart, the saints, it is granted. 

Have found t'other world Archimedes so wanted ; 
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Regenentioii at Badi. 



For, fix'd on foundations of heavenly grace, 

Their engines can move ail the earth from its place ; 

Only grant them their grace, and the creatures so scurvy, 

Will turn ev'ry system and state topsy-turvy. 

Then vain his endeavours who preaches or prints^ 

Vain Sidney's Reviews, and the Barrister's Hints; 

The grand reformation proceeds in theur spite, 

Tho' the wit he may laugh, and the lawyer indite. 

Now villages, towns, and whole cities enlist in 

The ranks of the blest, under Faithful and Christian. 

And now, (tho' s<mie silly pretenders would show, 

This event it has happened some ages ago,) 

Are converted at last, and are cock-sure of Heaven, 

In the year of our Lord eighteen hundred eleven. 

But Bath is the place for the regeneration. 

Where the gallows is made but a step to salvation. 
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Jim TayIoi^<4iis case.— No Burial for Unbelievers. 

Jim Taylor,' he knocks a poor dunce on the head, 
'Tis a folly to grieve for the sinner thaf s dead ; 
He's dead, and he's damn'd, but for him that remains. 
Sweet singers ! — for him show your labor and pains ; 
And when he's turn'd ojflf, and his glory approaches. 
Sit waving your handkerchiefs out of your coaches. — 
Such goods both eternal and temporal wait 
The sinner that dies in that fortunate state. 
Jim Taylor a decent interment has got — 
Dear Tom ! thou'U be left on a dunghill to rot ! 

For D ^y* proves that the parson so mild. 

Was right in refusing to bury the child. 

* See the Life, Letters, Conviction, and Conversion, of James Taylor, 
executed for murder at Ilchester, a small pamphlet, compiled by the Rev. 
Biddulpb, Bristol. 

^ See Mr. D-«— y*s Expostulation, addressed to Sir T. Nicholl. 
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All things periahable—Also Bath. 



Could piety help us to keep our ascendant — 
Moravian, and Baptist, and good Independant, 
With a dozen more sects might secure us in favor, 
And make us to flourish triumphant for ever. 
But, alas ! what can Time the destroyer withstand t 
Where's Troy ? where's the May-pole, that rose in the 

Strand? 
E'en thou, noble city ! must perish, and if 
Beacon Hill shall shake hands with his friend Beachen 

Cliff; 
(As a propl^et foretold, and fixing the day, 
Drove all true believers in terror away,) 
Then with no slow-consumption, but swallow'd entire. 
Thy mirth and thy music at once shall expire. 
All at once shall be crushed both the old and the young 
Of all who so capei'd^and all who so sung, 
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Prophecy, and Conclusion. 



Of Square, Crescent, Circus, no traces remain. 

And the valley of Kadud be tum'd to a plain. 

Yet still on that plain the green surface shall show 

Some signs of the Wonders once working below ; 

For still shall thy streams of hot water be found. 

Still, the caverns return no unmusical sound ; 

And the shepherd shall swear, whilst attending his flock. 

That he hears us a footing it under the rock. 

The hill, as the valley, immortal shall be. 

And find a fine poet, like Mangin, or me. 
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